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THE SUNDAY STAR, WASHINGTON, D. C., OCTOBER 24, 1920—PART 4.

What Happened to Horace ss sewe Foud

H, T say, Torchy,” says Mr.
Robert, as he comes breesz-
in' in from lunch about

11

ual, “did that McCrea person from To-|
ledo happen to call while I was out?"|
“Only on the phone’ says I, “to
tell how he'd be in at 10:30 tomorrow.
Had an important conference on to-
day.” . |
“Huh!" says Mr. Robert. “So did L.”
“Startin' Oggie Blair 15 up on the
string, «h?’ I asks, grinnin’,
“Twenty,” corrects Mr. Robert. “Anal

then he has the presumption to scratch |
a four-cushion shot for a corner |
gather and nurse ‘em until he has run/
game. No one else called, eh?” |
“Only Mr. Varney,'" says L |
“Well, how was old Horace?' asks
Mr. Robert. i
“Seemed to have his usual grouch
with him,” says L
Mr. Robert chuckles. “What in par-'
ticular has embittered poor Horace
against the world now,” he asksa,
“Being shifted to the winter greens
at Apawamis.” says I. "That was his
deepest growl. Said if it hadn't been
for that crime, which threw him off
his putting, he'd have broken 30 yes-
terday. Threatens to resign, give up
golf, or do something else desperate.
“How familiar that all sounds,” #ays
Mr. Robert. “Anything else wrong
with the universe.” :
“Oh, yes,” says 1. “The calendar is
on the blink. accordin’ to him. It's
too late to stay at any northern re-
sorts, too messy in town, and too early
to go to Pinehurst or Hot Springs.
Then his man wants to take a month
off to go back to England and look
after a sister who's been left a widow.
and Mr. Varney says who the blazes
is te get his bath ready and lay out
his shavin' things if that happens.’

. “Who indeed!” says Mr. Robert.
"Poor old Horace! He leads a hard
life, doesn't he7”

“Perfectly poisonous,’ =ays L, and

we Swaps grins.

Not that we don’t sympathize more
or less with Horace. We do. He has
to stop se many half-arm jolts from
the rude fist of Fate, as Mr. Robert
puts it. One day he’ll be heokin® his
drive, maybe the next a careless clup
wajter will bring him his filet of sole
srithout the sauce tartar, and that
same evenin' perhaps nis bridge part-
ner will double three spades when he
should raise Mr. Varney's no-trump
and give him a chance to make the
rubber. Always something or other.

As a rule he comes in and tells us
all about it. Course, if Mr. Robert is
there and ain't too busy, he gets the
tale, but if no one else is handy T
have to stretch a more or less willing
ear. I've listened to a lot of harrowin
details: How he suspects Jepson of
waterin' his private stock. what a
poor time he had at a week end house
party up in the Berkshires where a
voung widow from Richmond made
him sit out in the moonlight with her
until he got the sniffies, or how that
silly sister-in-law of his lured him out
to Montclair and parked him all
through dinner next to a baby vamp
who giggled in his ear and afterward
tried toe show him some new jazz
steps. 3

From all of which you might gather
that Horace Varney was an unfortu-
nate gent who was doing his best to
have a good time in a world that was
badly organized for that purpose.
Fairly good guess. Outside of that
he’s a bachelor well along in the thir-
ties, with a fine Roman nose, a cleft
chin and a deep worry wrinkle be-
tween his thick eyebrows.

it ain't the price of a new winter
overcoat, or the tax on silk pajamas,
or the slump in oil stocks that wor-
ries Horace XNo. He's got an income
that'll stand any strain you could
think up, short of financin’ a slush
fund or backin’ a mus.cal show on a
road tour. I don't know just what it
comes from, and 1 doubt if Horace
could tell exactly. Mainly I believe
his capital is invested in public serv-
ice corporations—electric light, gas
and trolley companies all over the
country—so when you ‘get stuck with
a 10-cent fare somewhere, or find your
kilowat hour rate has been jumped,
vou can have the a’qﬂaction of know-
ing that part of it ge¢s to Horace,
who will see that mest of it gets back
into circulation promptiyv. He didn’t
even pile up all them preferred stocks
originally. A kind old uncle of his
who was a corporation lawyer did
that for him, years ago, leavin' the
jot to Horace because he couldn’t take
it along with him when he shuffled off
so_ sudden.

1 must say it was kind of interest-
in’, though, hearin’ how Horace was
mistreated. You know I've always had
a hunch that if 1T should ever connect
with a free flowin' income like that,
with no work hung on it, no office
hours to put in, and nothing to do but
ramble around here and there as the
notion struck me—well, I'd back my-
self to have one whale of a time. Lis-
tens like a sure thing proposition, eh?

And yvet Horace don't seem to find
it so easy. If he strikes a place where
the golf i= good and foursomes easy
to get up, then the table is sure to be
punk or else the climate will go back
on him. Maybe the eats will be grand
and the fairways only fit for cow pas-
tures. He never can tell. All he's sure
of is that it'll be something or some-
body that'll drop the bee in the cold
cream, or the fly in the catmeal, or
whatever the saving is.

It's =o little that Horace asks. too,
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month

that is, the sort he
case like that. Ar
cancels
trots up.
He may have
“Or his ego ma
the wrong side,”
But when Mr.

all right now,

i rd
You!  Aas

What do yoww Hrow aboul cows and
rd@sézﬁ /wds and &7? -

or so back,
comes in that Horace is in a private
hospital uptown and wants Mr. Rob-
ert to come and see him.
two hours later than us-| he seems to be a little shy on friends;

a few business

heen
dent,” says Mr. Robert.

1 sug
Robert comes back he
reports that both guesses Were Wrong.
| Horace has had trouble with his ap-
' pendix and has had to lose it
though;

when the word

Somehow

could call on in a

wyway. Mr. Robert
dates and
in a taxi acci-

have shifted to

Eests,

v

He's

at least, as

s [ Fobert.

boy, for a few davs longer.,” cooes
the nurse as she pats him gently on
the shoulder,

And before I leaves Horace gets a
chance to whisper to me on the side:
“Have Bob send up a couple of or-
chestra seats for some good play to-
morrow night.”

“You mean it?" says L

“For Miss Moran and her room
mate,” adds Horace. “Flowers, too,
and a taxi, of course. Charge 'em to
me. Her night off, you know. I—1

want to do a little something for her.

You understand?’
“I"h-huh,” says I, winkin® at him.
Mr. Robert is almost as much sur-
prised as | was “Don’t tell me he

A gentlernan farmer!

he don’t catch me with my mouth
Gpen.

“What do you suppose
Horace has gone and done now?’
asks,

“Escaped from the hospital
fallen into matrimony?" says 1.

“Nothing less,"” says Mr. Robert.
“Eut how did you guess it?”

“I've been watchin' this Peggy per-
son put the spell on him,” says
She's the one, T suppose.”

He savs it is

ST saw it comin’,” savs T “What
gots me, though, is that a cagey party

dear old
he

and

like Horace woula fall for a nurse.
1t's =uch old stuff.”
“Evidently it wasn't old stuff to

=

near a4s a man can
his plumbing rev

wearin' a silver tube in his side.

ba who's just had
ised and is still
But

it had all come so sudden, and Horace,

has had so littie ex

line that he's had « big scare thrown

into him.

"“Also,"” adds Mr

him.’

1 gather that Horace seem$ to think

that a long standin

him on the fritz has come to a head

in this final attempt
just who to blame
puts most of
has ordered him to
and won't let him
eat but baby food.

the nurse, too, and has confided to Mr.
she's a
heartless female who spoons gruel

Robert that

into him with no
she would have in

And how he's ever going to stand two
or. three weeks of this he don’'t know.
“] fear they're going to find.Horace
.8aY8
shruggin’ his shoulders.
so accustomed to having his own way
about everything, vou see.”
“Anyway, it showed up the kind of
Robert could be

rather difficult,”

a friend Mr.
pinch.

there himself he

home at night without sendin’ him a
And the things he
thinks of to cart up to him-—flowers

chirky message.
and magazines and
new puzzles. Now
me.

It was along in

that 1 begun noticin® a change in
Horace. 1I'd gone up with an odd
mechanical toy that Mr. Robert had

found in some shop and for a wonder

Horace seems quit

windin' it up and watchin' it work.

“Clever, ¢h?" he

gshow this to Miss Moran.”
“Eh?' says I, gawpin'.
nurse,”’

“My new day
“She’ll be in soon.

stairs to get my daily dose of milk

toast. She—she's
Torchy.

her and see if you

“She must be,” zays I, “if she strikes

you that way.”

Even at that 1 was lookin' for the
usual crabby complaint about this or

s - funny!”
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. Robert.
pears rather indignant that
outrageous thing should be visited on

it on the doctor,

Almost every
time to dash up tor a few minutes
with' Horace, and when

T'd like to have you meet

perience along that

“he ap-
such an

" conspiracy to put

and he don't know
for it. Course, he
who
lie flat on his back
have anyvthing to;
He's some sore on

cold-blooded,

more feelin' than
fillin’ an oil stove.

Mr. Robert,
“He has been

in a
day he finds
he can't get

never leaves for |

cheerin’ books and
and then he'd send

the second week

e interested in ift,

remarks. “I must

he explains.
Just stepped down

quite a  wonder,

don’t think so.”

the

thought of doing that all by himself,”

Bays he.,

“Must have,” says [, "unless
new nurse has him hypnotized.”

“If she can influence Horace to give
a thought to any other human being,”
says Mr. Robert, “she deserves pro-
motion.””

“Mayhbe that's what she's working
for.” savs L

Not that I really believed Horace
could be permanently pried looge from
hisz fixed habits, for he's about as
skirtshy as they come. His favorite
slogan had always heen, “No equal
suffering for me,” meaning the hyme-
neal noose. Also he'd had a lot of
practice in dodgin' the net, as you can
imagine.

Yet the next trip I makes up to
the hospital, which is only a few days
later, he starts right in tellin® me
things about “Peggy.”

“Eh?" says 1. “What Peggy?"’

“Why, Miss Moran,” says he, work-
in' up a blush. “You know, Torchy,
she's quite a remarkable girl. I—
I've found cut a lot about her lately."
' “Well, well!” says I. “Been look-
ing her up in ‘Who's Who'?"

“We've heen having long talks”™
says Horace, “and she has been tell-
ing me how she happened to take up
nursing. It seems that her father
used to be in the wholesale liquor
business up in Springfield, Mass. He
was one of those chaps who didn’t
believe that prohibition would ever
come and so when the great drouth
did descend it caught him with most
of his capital tied up in bonded liquor.
Then his business petered out and
there he was with a big family and
no income., Peggy was right in the
middle of a musical course at the
Boston Conservatory—she sings very
well, vou know—but she quit all that
and studied nursing. Plucky of her,
eh? It's no joke, this hospital work.
Long hours and very little pay for the
first year or so. But she's stickin to
it and doing her best.”

I nods careless. *A lot of 'em seem
to like the life,” sayvs L

that

“I'm sure Peggy doesn’'t,”” savs Hor-!

“although =he never makes a
But just think what it
Why, -here

ace,
complaint.
means to a girl like her.
she has given up her music, her
friends, everything, to trot around
waiting on a lot of whiny invalids
and disabled grouches—such as 1, for
example. That's what I call tough.

* Ewverything in the world he wants is]thlal. but it don’'t come. And when!And the work is too hard for her.
to be let alone while he's making ) Miss Moran glides in easy with the| She's rather a frail little thing. Think

himself comfortable and happy.

If he|tray I sizes her up curious.

Can't |

was one of thesg aimlegs, uncertain|say I was thrilled, though. All 1 can
parties who ain’'t quite sure what| see is a kind of cute little party with!

they want it would be different.
Horace is sure.

But | shiny black hair and big brown eyes.
He could give a com-| She ain’'t much more'n a half portion, |

plete list any time you'd care to listen.| Miss Moran, but what there is of her|
is neat and trim, and you know how|

He wants a particular corner table
in the club grill and his
waiter; he wants his

man to press

his clothes just so, his caddy to stand
in & certain place when he makes a| cious

favorite | much one of them

helps. 1It's the narrow
mouth, though, that
1 like 'em

nuree’'s costumes
little rosebud
gels me  suspi- |

a little wider cut. |

shot, and his bridge partner to make But there wag no gettin' away from|
the exact lead that will fit his hand.| the fact that Miss Moran's voice was!
Also he'd like to have the thermome-| easy to listen to.

ter never drop below 70 or get abova
76, his trains always to be on time,
and mainy days to come only twice a
month. And when things happens
otherwise hea puts up a howl

~Say, how does he get that way?"
T ssked Mr. Robert once.

“It's quite simple,” says Mr. Robert.
"By cen
san—Horace Varney. Behold, Torchy,
a sslf-pampered pld bachelor who was
ance rither 2a human and llkable chap.
Never develop an ego like that,
Terchy, If you can help #t.”

“Fat chance 1'd have,” says I, “with
a job like mine. 8till, Mr. Varney
veams to thrive on it. Looks like
quite & husk.”

‘*Herace takes rather good care of
himself,” rays Mr. Robert.

ring his attention on one per-|

cooey kind that's almost too

be true.

It's one of the soft, |
good to

“0-0-0-0, ign't that funny,” she gur-|

Egles, as
toy works.

for you all myself."

“Odh, 1 say, Miss Moran!" ®protests

Horace. “You mu
to cook for me, Yo

“But I like to,” insists Miss Moran.
prop you up with

"“Now we'll
pillows—no, don't
self.

“See that,
“She won't let me

gelf, and 1 feel almost like walking

So it's kind of a surprise here a

down stairs. Maki
of me.”’
- “You'll have to

Horace shows her
“But we'll have to put jt|
on the table now, won't we, while you
have the nice milk toast that I made

I ean lift up your shoulders.”
Torchy 2"

how the

stn't go bothering
u know.”

some
try to do it your-

says Horace.
do a thing for my-

ng a regular baby

stand it, you bad

of lifting me half a dozen times a day,
and running back and forth from the
diet kitchen, three flights down! She
shouldn't be doing it. I'm trying to
make it as easy for her as | can by
not asking to be moved often and go-
ing without things. Well, why are

| you shaking your head that way?"'

“I didn't know You was worse

again,” says 1. “Too bad.”

“But I'm not worse,” insists Horace.
“I'm feeling fine, and getting strong
every day. The doctor tells me 1'l1
be out in another week, which will
almost be a record recovery. Most of
it is due to Peggy, too. And by the
way, Torchy, I wish you'd do a little
shopping for me. What are these fur
things girls wear around their shoul-
ders; those white, fluffy furs?”

“White fox?" says 1

“That's it,” =ays he. "I wish yvou'd
have two or three sent up on approval
s0 she can pick out one that suits her,
Wait. 1'll give you a check to open
an account for me. You don't mind
doing it, do you?”

“Wo." says I. “Only it strikes me
you're gettin' in kind of deep, glivin'
her furs and things. Eh?"

“Oh, that'll be all right,” says Horace,
laughin’ easy.

So about ten days later, when Mr.
Robert springs his big news on me,

o~

Horace,” zays Mr. Robert. “At least,

.\I_ie-‘s Peggy Moran wuas a novelty tol
iim. But he's such a hardened old
bach, I'm wondering how it's going

to turn out.”

UMy guess is," says I, “that in about
six weeks or so Peggy will be discov-
erin’ what it is to be a golf widow.”

“I suppose so,” says Mr. Robert.
“He's just been telling me his
for the coming winter and as near as
1 can gather he means to make a tour

plans

Where the Fairfaxes Came
From—Various Branches
of the Family—The Set-
tlement at Freestone Point,
Indian Names and a Little |
Lesson in Speaking Real |
Old-fashioned “Indian.”

HE Rambler in his narrative last
Sunday promised to return to
the Neabseo neighborhood, ;|.an|
we will fancy are there. |

Much as he would like to honestly trans- |
late the pleasant-sounding Indian word |
“Neabsco,” he cannot do it. No ex-
rlanation is to be found in “The Origin
of Certain Place Names in the United
States,” compiled In 1905 by Henry Gan-
nett and issued by the geological sur-
vey, It follows that “Neabsco” is not
mentioned in any of the Indian books or
books about Indians which came into
Prof. Gannett's hands, and among those
relating to Indians in our part of the
country, and which Prof. Gannett con-
sulted, were John Garland Pollard's
“Pamunkey Indians of Virginia” and
| S. G. Boyd's “Indian Local Names, With
['Their Interpretation.’”” The Rambler
has turned to (apt. John Smith's “‘De-
seription of Virginia and Proceedings of
the Colonie,” printed at Oxford in 1612,
for in that work is a chapter under this

we

heading: *“Beeause many doe desire to
knowe the maner of their language I
have inserted these few words.”

here is quite a list of words and

phrases which Capt. Smith set down in
Fnglish as they were pronounced by
Potomac Indians, or as his ear caught
the sound of them. Neabsco does not
appear in the book. Should wyou read
that chapter, the same thought which
came to the Rambler might come to
vou. It was that. though our Indians
may have been men, and even women,
of few words they were people of hard
words and, perhaps, they were taciturn
and laconic, beeause it was hard for
them to talk. For example, if you
wizhed to ask a Potomac Indian, “What
do vou ecall this?’ you would =ay, or
try it, “Ka ka torawines yowo' ; and
if vou would say in Indianese, “I am
verie hungrie. what shall I eate?’ vou
would he expected to render the senti-
ment thus: “Mowehick wavawgh tawsgh
noeragh kaguere mecher”: and if you
wanted to ask: “In how many daiss
i will there come hether any more Eng-
lish ships?’ wyou would say, if you
could, “Casacunnakack paya quagh ac-
quintan uttasantasough.” But. afterall,
this muay not have been a very difficult
| language to speak. because it does not
|:-1.u:u! unlike u great deal of the Eng-
lish that one hears in the street cars,
L eafes and even more exclusive places,]
i and without doubt there is more mean-
P ing in it

1}

® % ¥ Ok
| Neabsco is not a new name. On
;l'm.- PRambler's table is a relerence
ito the original grant to the land

' - ]
ibetween Powell and Neabsco creeks. | s i :
! tury John Fairfax established himself

that will include every g .

¥y golf course; : e
from Asheville to the Havana Country |the Potomac end of which land is
"“"-_ Horaee is a 36-hole-a-day en- |called Freestone Poinl. Gervas Dod-
thusiast, too, you know, and withison was the patentee. The c¢reek)

bridge every evening I can predict a
few lonesome hours for the new Mrs.
Varney."
“Maybe she’'ll wish
nursing,” ] suggests,
Oh, ves, we warked up quite a lot
of sympathy for the bride. I was
entirely overlookin' that narrow cut
mouth. toe. Not until Horace blows
in herq yesterday and lets us in on
lns‘{‘ rgv:sed plans did I remember.
Well, you're off for the sunny
SDL'Il_h."zll‘e you?" asks Mr. Robert.
“No, says Horace. “In fact -we are
headgd in just the opposite direction.
l'.e':';ymg for Springfield, Mass., tonight."”
mulll:ztl,von'Il not get golf weather
o onger ™ says
L & up there, says Mr.
i “I suppose not,”” admits Horace.
But, you sece, Peggy doesn’t care for
ﬁnll‘ ‘rAnd she dislikes hig hotels.
Desn L care r C o0or av i i
hoal nuch for traveling about,
“You don't mean to tell me, old
man, that you're going to settle down
in Springfield?"" asks Mr. Robert.
by “Not right in the city,” says Horac
There's a corking stock farm a few
miles out that Peggy knows of and
has always liked the looks of.
a country estate, vou know;
colonial mansion set on the top of a
hill, a couple of hundred acres of land,
and three or four barns. It's all for
sa‘le rather cheap. T think I'l buy it."
‘You!"* gasps Mr. Robert. *“A gen-
tleman farmer! What do you know
;;Imz_{lL‘ cows, and raising hogs and
ay
“Not muc¢h, as yet,”
“but I'm reading up
I've bought three or
the subject. One

she'd stuck to

e,

fine old

says Horace,
on it. Really'
four books on
on zilos. But per-

Bob? 1 didn't until recently, 1I'd
heard of 'em, of course, but I WAy
rather vague as to what they were

for. Somehow, though, I feel that it
would be perfectly bully to own a
silo. All your own, you understand.

It's sqmethmg they feed cows out of.
I don't care s0 much for cows, but
if we had a silo I suppose we'd have
to have cows, too. Pegegy =avs we
would. By Jove, though! That re-
minds me. 1 must go and pick her
up at her hairdresser's. She sgaid |
r\r]iﬁlht l;ﬂruf.)]:ln around here for a little

‘hile, but I mustn't keep her waiti
So long. - ot o
l'.hgt Tiiﬁ w}wn it's really mine.”

ng e leaves Mr. Robert and
Sti?.?ll‘ a.tI each other. i
. I wouldn't have believed it
ne“f{'onrui' says Mr, Robert. i
Nor LI, msays I, “if 1 i i
e sl B hadn't noticed
“What about it?” he asks.

h",?'arrow Eauge,” says I.
t opens just wide enough to P |
wiﬁ' and ‘You shall.’ P 'S it e
e Gng., all. Peggy's got one

“And you think she's responsi

{ 3 . sibl
this great change in I{L?r;u-e""e (1;21:
mar}'l_.dHhMr. Robert. )

" “Either that,” says T, “or else whi
the doc. was eliminatin’ I-Inr‘;lce': r:::
pendix he got the biggest part of his
ego, Loo. Anyway, it's what 1'd r"LIll
a thorough job., Eh?" i

And Mr. Robert joins me In a chuckle.
(Copyright, 1820, by Sewel] Ford.)

The Soul of Honor.

/x SENATOR asked by a Kansas
Z City reporter why he opposed a
certain public utility bin which in-
volved millions of dollars, answ :
bl - ()pggse this thing because ?rgg;e
no confidence in the gan e
hind it. . FRigTEhat s be-
“You see,” he continued, “the 5
lows don't inspire me with uwf\*“ﬁ;;r:?
trust thal a certain witnesgs lﬁspired

“The kind

in the county court judge
whotn: Abe Efpeared. ge, before
*‘Your mname, madam? the judge

asked this witness,
“‘Matilda Hawkins, sir: ag 5
six,’ came the prompt ”m;c. Soniy
“*Well, really! exclaimed the judge
and addressing the jury, he added:
“‘Gentlemen, please take not of that
answer, and because of it 1 will ask
you to kindly believe everything Mrs
Hawkins has to say.'" [

On the Safe Side.

OBERT SKINNER, a Pittsburgh

inventor, was talking about
violence used in a southern
district.

“In fact,” said Mr., Skinner,
strikers’ violent methods—they
hesitate to use guns—have
dated everybody.

“Meeting a workman whe had stuck
to his job during many previous
strikes, but who had gone out this
time with the rest, his boss re-
monstrated with him,

**Bill," said the boss, 'I'm surprised
that you have deserted us, With so
few workers left, you are missed
terribly missed."

“Bill shrugged his shoulders.

“ “Well, boss,” said he, ‘when you've
got a wife and five children to bring

the
mining

“the
don't
intimi-

up it's better to be missed than hit.' "

i

Almost |

haps you don't know what a silo is, i

I'll send ¥ou a snapshot of |

is called Neapsco—not a wide varia- |
tion from the present spelling. But
the very early history of this tract,
which many vyears after the grant
of it to Dodson and years before it
came into poassession of the Fairfax
family, was the Lee tract of “Lee-
sylvania,” is a story which the Ram-|
bler, for the sake of conserving
his time, labor and material and with
the hope of keeping you in a state
of suspended animation, or expect-
ancy, means to tell in future
“rambles.”

| When the local train rushes at per-
'i]mps twenty miles an hour along the
{high and splendid “fill” which was
ibuilt across the lowlands, marshes
iand shoal water on the north side of
Neabsco creek and roars across the
grim and grimy timber bridge it|
icomes, after a few hundred yards)|
!more along a “fill” on the south side
jof the creek., to Neabsco station.
{ There is a little waiting shelter bear-
ling a blue sign, freshly lettered in
{zilt “Neabsco.” The railroad station
used to be called Freestone, No
dwelling is there.

Years ago the railroad crossed the
jereek a few hundred yards upstream,
tor west, from the present crossing,|
{turned east toward the Potomac andi
‘then turned south, passing through a
ideep cut across the ridge of sand andE
istandstone which lies east and west
falong the “neck” and terminates at
[the Potomac in a high stone cliff,
iwhich for centuries has been called
Freestone Point. The present line of
track is straight and, passing off the
bridge, c¢rosses at a considerably
higher grade the line of the old track.

To reach our object we will elimb|
down a set of decayed and broken
wooden Steps all tangled with “'illlI

vines, from the new railroad grade to
the old track. Within a few yards
a wire fence tries to halt you and
an old gate across the abandoned
railroad bed clings feebly to two
gaunt gray DpOsts.

On one of the posts is this invita-
tion: “Posted: No Hunting, fishing or
trespassing without written permis-
sion. Reward for information leading
to arrest and conviction. W. E. Mc-
Intren, E. T. Kelley, Quantico.” Ac-
cepting the invitation, the Rambler
pasgsed in, and he sends his compli-
ments and his best wishes to the
gentlemen at Quantico and promises
that before he goes again to Free-
stone he will write to them for a note
of admittance, And he believes it'll
be forthcoming, .

The old railroad bed, black with the
cinders of generations of trains, is
growing up in brush. All the ties are
in place, and though feeble and de-
caying, would still serve well as fire-
wood. The rails have been taken up,
but the spikes that held them down
are still sticking in the ties—a rich
prize probably for a dealer in old
iron. On the left is a narrow strip of
lower land, where tulip poplars or
lirindendrons grow thick and tall, Just
hevond the trees is the ereek, which
vou glimpse through openings in the
heavy foliage, and beyond is Occogquan
bay, two and a half miles wide. The
abandoned way swings to the right
and away from the creek, and is
abeut to enter a really and truly im-
mense cut through the sand and sand-
stone backbone of the "neck.” Years
ago that cut was made by men with
plows and hand shovels, and the ex-
cavated material was hauled away in
horse-drawn carts, If blasting was
necessary, the holes were bored with
hand drills. That was hefore the time
of steam shovels, pneumatie drills and
trains of dump cars drawn by locomo-
tives. It was really a stupendous
work.

* % % %
You sce ahead of you this cut with
trees growing in it and on its tow-

ering backs, but you also see a bushy
lr.mth. which leaves the raiload bed
at the left and climbs uphill through
woods. There is a4 ruin of an ancient
gate, a deep gully and a jumble of
rotting’ timbers and planking, and
this shows that not S0 many years
ago a bridge spanned the gully. You
follow the path. A man’s foot sel-
dom presses it, but strolling cows
seem sometimes to follow it. The
path is closely grown in by woods
and spun across it are masses of
apider web. Up hill you go to the
crest of the ridge, which is the wa-
tershed of the peninsula between
Powell and Neabsco creeks. The way
is fringed with sumac, gum trees,
sweet and sour; romantic, aromatic
sassafras and tall, stately walnuts,

In the path and closely bordering
it grow masses of pennyroyal a.nﬂ
dittany tea shrub. Over the ridge
and down you go until your path in-
tersecis the trace of a former road.
It seems long Bince a wheel passed
that way. To the left the trace leada
toward the river. To the right it
leads out Aacross the old and new
railroad lines and connects with a
mesh of roads, and there you may

-

{trace and

F Fairfax,

i'.l,inds.i_v Fair
| Fairfax.

road which will
Dumfries,
Kanky,
Rippon

choose an old dirt
bear you to Cherryvstone,
Brentsville, Round Tap.
Smoketown, Ripon Lodge or

Lodge., to Occoguan, Woodbridge or
Colehester and all the other venera-
ble and historie places in Virginia.
The Rambler explored a large extent
of the timber and brush lands and
found the BgBites of *several houses
that becaimne ashes =0 lonz ago that
they are not even held in memory.
But the adventures in the woods—
another “‘ramble.”

Turn to t left along the wheel

you will come 1o the
ruin of the home of Cal, John Walter
ald on Gien.
staff, and in later years
of Gen Grant. And they

l.onZsireel’s
an muimate
do tell in the

fire- |

]
lin  of Charles  county,  Md. By |
the first marriage were two #ons,
Willlam and Buckner, and by the
second, Francis Boucher Franklin

If:;ir:’:nc and George Washington Fair-
Tax

Jonathan Fairfax, first son of Wil-
liam Fairfax and Benedicta Blanchard,
tiied in Marviand in 1787, as aiready
told, at Goose Bay, near Port Toba
leaving four daushters and five sons.

Henry was the only one of the sons
to reach muanhond He engazed in
the shipping business gt Baltimore
| and moved to Dumfries, where he
was an important mercinant He was

| & eaptain in the 36th Virginia In-
{ fantry in the war of 1812 and later
| engaged in the banking business in
. Baltimore. He died in 1547. He was

THE RAMBLER WRITES MORE OF FAIRFAX
FAMILY IN NEABSCO VICINITY OF VIRGINIA

stand in the wonds on Freestone
Point, not many yards off the path
which strikes to the left from the
old railroad bed. The Rambler was
guided to them by two friends, C F
Nailey and G. W. Tacey of the
Neibsco  neighborhood. 11+  found
many forgotten house =ites and

graves in the vast and tangled woods,

<« kut did not find these tombs Re-
turning to the railroad. he met Bafley
and Tacev, who were waiting for o
train. and they led him to the sad

and somber spot Henry Fairfax and
Sarab Triplett had five daughters and
one son, Henry., wheo married Jan:
'arks Price, a granddanghter of Col
Stephen Rex Price, who surrendered
with Cornwallis at Yeorktown., Their
Lir. Edwin Fairfax, moved to

son,

Neabsco neighborbood that once t'uel

colonel was very altentive to Miss
Nellie Grant. The Rambler promised to
tell some facts of Fairfax genealogy
and he finds it convenient to keep his
promises—sometimes. Many of the
facts which he is about to relate were
collected by his old friend and

of the Falrfax family by

fax, a son of Col. J. W.

members

Very early in the eighteenth cen-
in Charles county, Md. In 1717 William
Fairfax settled in Massachusells col-
ony. He was a cousin of Thomas
Lord Fairfax, and was a collector of
the port of Salem. The manager In

Virginia of Lord Fairfux's lands was

Robert Carter, or “King Carteg” of
Nomini, Westmoreland county. He
died in 1732, and Lord Fairfax ap-

pointed as his agent in Virginia his
cousin Willidm, the callector of the
port of Salem. William had married
a Puritan daughter, Deborah
They came to Virginia in 1733 and in
1739, William bought from Edward
Washington a plantation on the Poto-
mac called Belvoir, You all know 1t
It lies between Mount Vernon and
Gunston Hall, and Camp Humphreys
occupies it now.

# k ok ¥k
At that time Mount Vernon was|
called the Hunting creek plantation

of Augustine Washington. The place
had not come into possession of Au-
gustine’s son Lawrence, who named
it Mount Vernon. William Fairfax's
only son to leave descendants was
Bryan Fairfax. He became a minister
in his fiftv-seventh vear. According
to Mr. Cartmell, he “preached at
Fall's Church,” and according to the
Rambler's memory he was also rector
of Christ Church, Alexandria. Bryan's
sons were Fernando, who married

Elizabeth Cary, and Thomas, who
married first Mary Aylett, second
Louisa Washington and third Marga-
ret, daughter of William Herbert.

The sons of Thomas and Margaret
Herbert were Albert Henry. Orlando,
Raymond, Ethelbert and Reginald.
Henry married Caroline Herbert of
Maryland and conducted for a long
time at his beautiful home, Ash Grove.
Fairfax county, a boarding school for
yvoung ladies. He was a captain of
volunteers in the Mexican war and
died in 1847, leaving several children.
Orlando married Mary Randolph Cary,
He practiced medicine in Alexandria
and moved to Richmond. He, too, left
a large family. Raymond, Ethelbert
and Reginald died unmarried. Thomas,
whose home was Vaucluse,
county, died in 1846 at the age
eighty-four wyears. His oldest son
wag Albert Fairfax and he died in
1835, The wife of Albert was Caro-
line Eliza, daughter of Richard Snow-
den of Maryland. They left two sons,
Charles Snowden Fairfax and John
Contee Fairfax.

Now we come to the line of Fair-
faxes who came to own Leesylvania
and Freestone point. John Fairfax.
who settled in Maryland, was a
Catholic. He was of the Fairfax
family in England, who were Vis-
counts of Emley, and they were re-
lated to that family of which Thomas
Lord Fairfax was a member and sev-
eral of whose members were Barons
Cameron. John was in Charles
county in 1715 and married Catherine.
a daugther of Henry Norris. The Nor-
ris homestead descended to their son,
John Fairfax, jr., and this John, the
second, married Mary, a daughter of
Edward Scott of Baltimore county,
whose home was  called “Scot’s
Folly,”" on Elk Ridge. John Fairfax,
2d, died in Charles county, leaving
four daugthers and one son, whaose
name was William.
Berdicta, or Benedicta, Blanchard, and,
second, Elizabeth, a daughter of Pey-
ton Buckner of Virginia. ;

By the first marriage were three
daughters and two sons, Jonathan and
Hezekiah—and by the second marriage
three daughters and two sons—John and
Wilfiam. Wilkiam, the father, moved
from Charles county to Prince William
in 1791, and died at or near Occoquan
in 1793. His son, Jonathan, died at his
home, Goose Bay. near FPort Tobacco,
in 1787. His wife was Sarah, a daugh-
ter of Richard Wright, and by that
marriage were four daughters and five
sons—Louesta, Sarah, Anne Booker,
Elizabeth, Richard Wright, Walter,
John Henry and Peter.

* % *k

Hezekiah, second son of William Fair-
fax and Benedictat Blanchard, married
Margaret Calvert and died in Prince
William and left four sons—John Heze-
kiah, Minor, Thompson and Sanford.
William Fairfax, son of William Fair-
fax and Elizabeth Buckner, married
Anne, a daughter of Cyrus King of
Prince William ; inherited his father's
home at Occogquan and died there in

Ol

1845. His son, John Scott Fairfax, mar- |

ried Anne, daughter of Peyton Mills of
Prince William, and moved to Kentucky,
where their sons, Cyrus King Fairfax
and John Peyton Fairfax left many de-
scendants. John Fairfax, son of Wil-
liam Fairfax and Elizabeth Buckner,
crossed from Maryland to Virginia and
was assistant to Lund Washington,
George Washington's distant kinsman,
who was superintendent of the Mount

Vernon plantation. He succeeded
Lund Washington in that position.
He was colonel of the 104th Vir-

ginia In antry in the war of 1812, was
a member of the house of delegates,
and died in 1843. John married twice—
first, Mary, daughter of Samuel Byrne
and Virginia, second , Anne Lloyd
daughter of Francis Boucher Frank-

his- |
{ torian and genealogist, T. K. Cartmell, | Henry Fairfax and his wife Elizabeth | Sunday.
and printed for circulation among the ! -

Clark. |

Fairfax .

He married, first, !

Sarah Triplett Carter, daughter ot
William Carter of Dumfries: his sec- |
ond wife was Sophia Scott. daughter |
of Jesse Scott of Dumfries, and his |
third wife was Elizabeth, daughter
1(:[' Thomas Lindsay of “The Mount,”
Fairfax county. The tombstones of

3 L ]
thrice married. His first wife was i
|

Mimsouri. The children of Henry
Fairfax and Elizabeth Lindsay were
Martha, who was married to Thomas
Boliing Rebertson of Petersburg, and
John Walter Fairfax. These chil-
dren inherited the Freestone estate
and lived in the house, the fire ruin
of which the Rambler told of last

‘WHO SAYS THERE’S NO

HUMOR IN THE ARMY?

ANY things are to be
found =tored away in the gov-
ernment archives at Washing-
ton., Now and then the officials
Jin charge of the millions of letters and
documents run across a communication
so delightfully human and amusing as
to arouse smiling comment and curi-
osity.,

These two letters were written while
the war was in progress:
“Post Hospital, Fort

{ August 8, 1918,

“The company hogpens located on the
easterly sloping bend of the creek run-
ning west and south of this depot are
| of three groups, viz. a south, middle and
north group.

“The south group of seven pens and

middle group of eight pens are unmutter-
+ ably filthy and in a most grossly un-
15u|:ilar,\' condition, both as regards the
life of the hogs and as a menace to the
| welfare of the inhabitants of this depot
yand its immediate environment. The
| interior of these pens is covered with
old bones and litter, and inside and
immediately in front of each pighouse
proper are holes filled with filth in
which the hogs wallow. The hogs pre-
sent a4 most unhappy appearance and, by
their surliness of temper and fatigue,
! demonstrate that they are troubled and
| harried not only by their environments,
which are unnatural to porcine taste,
but also by the swarm of flies which
| are originating at this station. 1
“The north group of six pens is quite
sqan - and  dry  throughout, and the
n demonstrate their contentment and
satisfaction by activity, pleasant por-
cine demeanor and general cleanliness
of body, There are no flies present in
! this north group of pens.
| “1t is recommepnded that these pens
be raked clean of bones and litter. the
same to be burned and not merely piled
| in heaps, and the interior of pens be
“,,-m.prl_\- graded and drained by ditches,
This will guarantee a full financial re-
turn and benefit to this depot from the
hogs themselves.
“SANITARY INSPECTOR."

strange

]
I

Logan, Col,

el

1

After an investigation came this
report: |
Fort Logan. Col, |

August 23, 1918,

“To the Commanding Officer, Depot,

Returned:

“This oflive learns with deep regret
that decent hogs must pine and fret|
and lose their chaste and classie
beauty. because some man neglects
hig duty. A sense of confidence mis-

| placed offends a hog's esthetic taste
' and every effort should be bent to
|k|_-_11 him happy and content,

] “The undersigned is pleased to
learn that this inspector did discern
the difference in looks and siyle be-
tween the hogs so coarse and vile,
with manners surly and uncouth, in
all the pens extending south, who
| not the Ieast resemblance bore to
porkers of the Q. M. Corps (whose
pens are further to the north as in
ahove report set forth). These ani-
mals so sleck and fine, the pink of
excellence in  swine, display upon
their radiant features the happy
ook of grateful creatures. The

quartermaster’s pigs alone maintain this
high and lofty tone, and their appear-
ance, (resh and fair, betokens kind and
loving care.

“The fac! is not so widely known,
though in this letter clearly shown.
that making the surroundings cleaner
will greatly change a hog's demeanor,
although the fact is likewise true
that in the Army there are few expert
enough in their profession to rightly
read a hog's expression. To tell just
where the trouble lies, by contempla-
tion of the eyes, or by the wrinkles
of his snoot, might stump the average
recruit. It has been claimed that hogs
will thrive amid surroundings that
would drive an animal of lofty pride
to early death and suicide; that while
his belly is kept full he thinks this
cleanly stuff is “bull”; that plenty in
the way of eats his cup of happiness
completes.

“As these opinions seem to wvary
concerning what is necessary to ele-
viate the moral tone within the hog's
| peculiar =zone, it is most strongly
recommended that hogs in future be
attended by men expert in reading
faces, who can at once detect Lhe
traces, upon the mournful physiog of
any poor disgruntled hog, that point
to mental irritation or percine trouble
or vexation.
| “Psychology is thus combined with
| physiognomy refined, and just a dash
of the occult might help the ultimate
result. "Tis thought the man in charge
should be a keen and competent M. D.
Who but the medical department could
have of wisdom such assortment? Who
but a graduate of college could have
s0 vast a store of knowledge? The
truth is we have no such store of
| learning in the Q. M. Corps.
| *The main consensus of olinion, per-

taining to the hog's dominion (which
is perhaps not far amiss), appears (o
be about like this—despite all scien-
tific lore a hog remains just as before;
h:e makes a picturesque display when
viewed from far enough away; his
grunt is musical and clear, providing
¥ou are not too near. He smells se-
renely sweet and clean, if proper dis-
tance intervene. But notwithstand-
ing speculation and philanthropic
meditation, the theoriee of dema-
gogues, most hogs will still remain—
just hogs. “CAPT. Q. M. CORPS.”

Self-Advertising.

s¢ A RNOLD BENNETT is the most
i incorrigible self-advertiser th«
world has ever seen,” said a publigher.
“If you don't believe it, read his last
book, or listen to this story—perhaps
a4 less boresome task:
“Bennett in his early days, when he

was working on a woman's fashion
paper in London. sat on top of an
omnibus one spring morning with a
solicitor's clerk.

“All of a sudden Bennett i
the clerk's talk. A T

**Wait, Bill,) he said. “I want tu
read a sKit to you. It's the funniest
thing I've seen in the last five years.

“Then he took oul a penny weekly,
‘Pansy’s Own Paper.’ and read a rath-
er feeble skit to the clerk, stopping at
the end of every paragraph to laugh
till the tears ran down his cheeks.

“*Isn't that funny, Bill?” he said
when he finished. 'Ha. ha, ha! Did
yvou ever read a funnier skit?

“A minute or two latter Bennett and
Bill got off at Charing Cross. Asg they
were about 1o separate Bill asked
with a puzzled frown.

“‘Look here, Enoch’—Bennett's real
name is Enoch Arnold Bennett, you
know—'look here, Enoch, you read me
that skit once before. You wrote it
yourself, didn't you?

Bennett winked. He tapped the side
of his nose. Then he said:

“*Right, quite right, Bill, old chap.’

““Well,” said Bill, ‘what game are
you up to 7 Are you crazy?

“*Bill,’ said Bennett, 'did you notice
that fat man in the seat behind us on

the bus?”
"“'No.' said Bill.
*RBennett winked and tapped his

nose again.

“*Well, anvhow. Bill, he's the editur
of ‘Pansy’s Uwn Paper,” and I want to
sell him a lot of stuff, for he pays a
zuinea a column.'

“Bennett paused and looked
solemn. Then he ended:

““ know the old boy by sight, Bill,
but he doesn't know me. Now are you
onT "

very

Not Sati:sfactory.

A LABOR leader was defending
0 strikes,
“How could men get better pay

it? he said to
“By asking for

without striking for
a New York reporter.
it, do you think?™”

“1 once knew a young bookkeeper
who went to his boss and asked for &
dollar raise. The boss flew into a ter-
rible passion.

“*But,) faltered the bookkeeper,
‘there nothing unreasonable, sir,
in my request. Don’'t you remember
promising me a raise after I'd been
with you a vear?

“+*Yes,' hissed the boss, ‘but don't
vou remember that I made this raise
conditional on your giving me every
satisfaction?

“+0h, dear! Haven't T satisfled you.
sir” said the young bookkeeper, piti-
fulhy.

“‘Satisfied me? yelled the boss, ‘do
you think you are satisfving me when
vou ask me for a raise?

1=

The Commercial Age.

CHARLES DANA GIBSON, the artist,
looked up from the Autobiography
of Benvenuto Cellini.

“It's a materialistic, commercial,
money - grabbing world.,” he said.
“That's why we don't have any Ben-
venuto Cellinis nowadays.

“Even love i8 commercialised. A girl
hid her face on her father's shoulder
the other night and whispered:

“*‘Clarence loves me, daddy.’

“‘“Wants to marry you, eh? grunted
the old man.

*“*Yes, dear.’

“ "Well, what's his income?'

“The girl looked up with wide,
startled eyes.

“‘] don't know, she said, ‘but the
coincidence is very, very strange.’ ,

* ‘What coincidence? said the old
man, -

“*Clarence,’ said she, ‘asked the very
same guestion about your income.'”



